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SECRETS  OF  NEWS 
WRITING  EX- 
POSED 


(Which  is  merely  the  decomposition 
of  a manly  brain  after  too  much 
perusal  of  love  poetry.  More  bio- 
logic than  aesthetic.) 

Love, 

Wonderous  word, 

Symbol  of  that  consuming  fire 
Which  feeds  incessantly  on  the  fuel 
Of  my  soul 

And  the  tender  tinder 

Of  my  heart  1 

I cry  out  in  anguish 

As  that  maddening  flame  , 

Burns  its  brand 

Into  my  innermost  being. 

I await  his  coming 

And  the  flame  flickers  higher. 

Then  I remember. 

He  is  not  coming. 

He  does  not  exist. 

His  image  is  only  in  my  heart, 

In  the  shadows  of  my  soul-flame. 

I am  in  love  with  love! 


The  following  graph  shows  in 
minute  detail  what  the  Banyan  has 
done  up  to  the  present  date.  Several 
important  details  have  been  left  out 
but  that's  all  right,  the  Banyan  has 
forgotten  them  too. 


It’s  a clean  record  isn’t  it?  Written 
up,  too,  in  as  clear  and  concise  a man- 
ner as  the  Banyan’s  instructions  - to 
the  students  have  been. 

\ 

TYPE  MANAGER'S  SPEECH 
HABITS  NOW  CONSTANT 
DUE  TO  LONG  PRACTICE 


I had  not  seen  him  for  several 
years,  and  during  that  time  he  had 
been  conducting  typewriting  contests 
over  the  entire  country.  "Why,  hello 
you  old  son-of-a-gun!”  I shouted 
happily.  "It’s  sure  good  to  see  you 
again.’’ 

He  replied:  "Quote — well — comma 

— well — exclamation  1 If  it  isn’t  the 
old  boy  himself — exclamation!  How 
is  the  child — comma — Ted  old  lad — 
question — quote?” 

"I’m  not  so  bad;  how  you  coming?” 

"Quote— oh — comma — not  so  bad — 
comma — not  so  bad — period.  I am 
now  doing  around  a hundred  and  ten 
— comma  — which  is  — comma  — of 
course — comma — not  in  the  champion- 
ship class — semicolon — but  yet  it 
keeps  me  up  on  everything  I need  to 
know — dash — among  the  topnotchers 
— period — quote.” 

“Well,  glad  to  have  seen  you,  old 
chap.  Call  around  at  the  house  some- 
time I’’ 

"Quote — sure  thing — comma  — Ted 
— exclamation!  Well — comma — I got 
to  be  moving — period.  Good — hyphen 
— bye — comma — old  boy — period.  I’ll 
be  seeing  you — period — quote.” 

Y 

Writer  Depicts  What’s 
Back  Of  News  Articles 

(The  curtain  rises  on  a scene  in  the 
Y News  office.  Back  stage  in  the 
left  corner  Jean  Paulson  is  seated  at 
a desk,  a prized  piece  of  furniture 
which  has  survived  from  the  Victorian 
period,  Back  stage,  center,  T.  Hettig 
is  cudgelling  his  brains  in  an  effort 
to  write  the  Press  Box.  Allen  Step- 
henson is  seated  up  stage  gazing 
moodily  into  space.  Two  girls  are 
seated  at  typewriters  busy  copying 
term  papers,  entirely  oblivious  to  im- 
pending tragedy.  Is  is  a crucial 
moment  in  the  lives  of  these  young 
journalists,  but  they  accept  the  situa- 
(Continued  on  page  2) 

Y 

ASHES 


Unsuspecting  Students  Made 
Goats  of  Butt  Publication- 
Word  Not  Conjunction 

"It’s  Ljterary  Butt!’’  gleams  the 
sententious  announcement  from  above 
a small  table  on  which  are  heaped 
great  piles  of  magazines — huge  piles 
that  may  be  augmented  freely  from 
more  huge  piles  behind  the  wall  be- 
hind. 

“Ahem!’’  (Sound  made  as  salesman 
clears  throat.)  Then  in  well  modu- 
lated and  cultured  tones  the  sales  talk 
is  begun. 

"We  have  prepared  a literary  organ 
wherein  the  students  of  the  Brigham 
Young  university  are  encouraged  to 
express  any  of  their  higher  thoughts 
in  an  acceptable  manner.”  (To  hench- 
man on  left)  "Was  that  according 
to  Christensen?  Should  I try  some 
of  my  own  sales  talk  now,  that  isn’t 
even  in'  our  text  book  'Rules  for  Care- 
ful Speech?’  ’’  Turning  back  to  pro- 
spective buyer. 

“Yep  it  sure  is  a keen  little  maga- 
zine. We  don’t  say  it  isn’t  literary 
her  ultra-souring  face  on  the  stage. 
If  to  make  the  audience  as  well  wish 
she’d  leave  her  gloom  off  the  scene 
were  the.  purpose  of  her  cast  then  she 
were  the  star  outstanding. 

Morris  Clinger  as  her  brother, 
Thomas,  made  a heroic  attempt  to 
pair  his  purist  sister,  but,  thanks  from 
the  audience,  fell  short.  Nita  Wake- 
field as  dainty  little  Betty  Trott  was 
a comfortable  relief.  Breezing  in  and 
out  like  a conscious  little  butterfly 
she  was  the  breeze  of  the  whole  show. 

It  was  a happy  cast  that  played 
Eunice  Bird  in  the  role  of  Hannah 
Lightfoot  and  it  was  a happier  Jean 
Paulson  that  realized  for  himself  a 
secret  desire,  long  repressed,  to  be  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  even  in  but  a play. 
The  two  were  inimitable  as  lovers, 
Mr.  Paulson  perfectly  playing  the 
young  man  in  his  first  love.  It  was 
better  than  mere  acting,  it  was  real. 

Being  a story  of  an  innocent  young 
peasant  girl  who  rode  away  from  the 
good  graces  of  the  village  church  by 
allowing  her  mount  to  follow  the  fox 
in  a hunt  and  hurdling  an  impossible 
hedge  into  the  very  heart  of  his 
royal  highness,  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
“Friend  Hannah”  developed  rapidly 
into  most  powerfully  touching  scenes, 
as  on  the  wedding  night  the  king  died 
and  the  Prince  became  king. 

Hannah’s  ignorance  of  her  husbands 
royalty  produced  some  very  pathetic 
scenes  which  reached  their  climax 
when  she  gave  him  up  “for  his  and 
England’s”  good.  Miss  Bird  and  Mr. 
Paulson  will  be  long  remembered  fo» 
the  excellence  of  their  performance  in 
the  play. 

The  folowing  appearance  of  other 
characters  added  completeness  to  the 
presentation  as  each  one  played  his 
part  with  a nice  finesse.  Claude  Snow 
as  the  Duke  of  York  allowed  father 
time  to  accomplish  a perfect  piece  of 
work  as  the  final  scene  showed  hint 
with  nary  a semblance  of  yesterday’s 
dashing  young  Edward. 

Leonard  Bacon  wooed  his  cousm 
Hannah  with  a hopeless  premonition 
very  characteristically  his  own,  and 
every  one  agreed  that  he  was  a bettt. 
relative  than  suitor.  The  Princess 
(Continued  from  page  2) 

SAYS  ‘JISI’  III  'JEST’ 
SAYS  PipCIATOR 

"Jist  keep  the  ’spear'  out  of  ex- 
periment," admonishes  one  of  the 
favorite  instructors  of  the  institution. 
"It  jist  makes  my  blood  boil  to  hear 
the  word  experiment  pronounced  as 
if  the  er  rimed  with  ear  and  not  with 
err.  Jist  think  of  it.  Anyone  who 
can’t  pronounce  common  words  as 
they  are  indicated  in  Webster's  Inter- 
collegiate dictionary,  (Page  355,  line 
14,  copyright  '1929,  located  on  north- 
west corner  of  the  desk  of  the  Tues- 
day associate  editor  of  the  Y NEWS 
three  inches  from  the  edge,  bound  in 
block  with  gold  lettering — third  edi- 
tion of  the  Merriam  series)  anyone 
who  can’t  pronounce  these  common 
words,  I repeat,  jist  hadn’t  ought  to 
be  in  college. 

— and  he  got  the  job  and  the  gist! 


“Friend  Hannah ’’Play 
Parallels  School  Life 
According  To  Critic 

By  HOO  FLUNG  DING 

“Friend  Hannah,”  the  Theta  Alpha 
Phi  annual  dramatic  production  pre- 
sented in  College  Hall  Friday  evening, 
March  28,  gave  opportunity  to  that 
aspiring  young  gjoup  of  would-be 
stage  celebrities  the  proper  vihicle 
for  portraying  an  analogous  character- 
istic so  peculiarly  fitting  them.  Start- 
ing out  weak  and  insipid  but  finish- 
ing powerfully,  the  play  could  not 
have  been  more  opportunily  chosen 
for  the  final  gesture  of  the  majority 
of  the  cast  who  unconsciously  were 
acting  a smile  of  their  college  career. 

With  the  entrance  of  Margaret 


— Photo  by  Clottam. 

Paulson  and  Bird 
in  "Friend  Hannah.” 

Lightfoot  (Grace  F.  Paulson)  and 
Thomas  Lightfoot  (Morris  Clinger) 
one  harked  back  to  the  shuffling  in  of 
a freshman  to  the  registrar’s  office  at 
the  opening  of  the  fall  quarter.  Nita 
Wakefield  as  Betty  Trott  supplied  the 
only  action  for  too  long  a period 
with  her  little  broom  with  which  she 
industriously  drove  the  dirt,  in  the 
excitement  of  the  first  scene,  into,  in- 
stead of  out  of,  the  garden, 

As  Margaret  Lightfoot,  Grace  F. 
Paulson  was  the  puritanic  type  with 
a resounding  vengeance.  One  shiver- 
continued  on  page  3) 


Taylored 
Optics  . . . 


I was  born  on  April  first  and 
therefore  the  lower  regions  and  the 
committees  have  no  terrors  for  mo. 
It  has  always  been  an  annoying  habit 
of  mine  to  poke  my  fingers  in  cages 
at  monkeys,  pat  vicious  animals,  and 
feed  the  larges^  of  the  pachyderm 
group  peppered  peanuts.  AH  afore 
mentioned  might  have  a bearing  on 
general  affairs  and  account  for  many 
hitherto  unaccountable  instances, 
clasterisk— clasterisk — clasterisk 
Along  with  Will  Rogers  all  I know 
is  what  I read  in  the  papers.  Which 
is  another  way  of  saying,  “Blame  the 
Y News  for  lack  of  intelligence  !n 
this  section.” 

Asterisk — Clasterisk — Asterisk 
"Banyan  Wants  Snaps"  is  a head- 
line in  one  of  the  past  issues.  I pause 
to  state  that  the  Banyan  staff  may  de- 
sire snaps  but  no  editor  up  to  date 
has  had  one  yet.  It  is  the  dream  of 
all  future  editors  and  the  nightmare 
of  the  past  When  the  day  arrives 
that  the  editor  has  a snap  call  around 
and  111  set  up  the  jug  and  glasses, 
asterisk — asterisk — asterisk 
The  NEWS  editor  and  other  as- 
piring young  Sociologists  have  been 
(Continued  on  Page  2) 


From  A to  Z,  From  Shirts  to  Jokes,  What  a Whale 
of  a Difference 


(Headline  by  Paulson,  and  nicely 
executed  too.) 


HANGNAIL  SKETCHES 

(Written  by  Pi-pe  number  5,  with 

an  eye  open  to  the  consequences.) 

Do  professors  worry  you?  Really? 

They  are  as  simple  or  A.  B.  C.  We 

hereby  give  the  lowdown  on  them,  in 

detail.  Lead  on! 

A. 

Alfred  Osmond — “Ozzie”.  An  orator’s 
mouth,  an  actor’s  hands,  a gentle- 
man’s courtesy,  a dreamer’s  eye,  and 
a clean  shirt  every  Satruday.  "Oz- 
zie” was  born  in  1830,  served  in 
the  Civil  war  as  a Jew’s  harp  play- 
er and  was  discharged  for  writing 
a poem  on  "A  June  Day,”  from  the 
inspiration  of  the  battle. of  Gettys- 
berg. 

B. 

Bigelow,  P.  P. — "Percy”.  Born  with 
a wad  of  wiping  waste  in  his  left 
hand,  "Percy”  has  managed  in 
thirty-seven  years  to  change  it  to 
his  right.  By  instinct  a vacuum 
cleaner  salesman,  he  was  led  astray 
by  research  into  the  mystery  of 
why  a nut  went  on  as  well  as 
around  the  bolt.  He  is  married; 
but  he  still  has  youthful  concepts, 
except  for  the  vicious  practice  of 
shaving  the  back  of  his  own  neck. 

C. 

Carroll,  Elsie — “Pollyanna.”  Early  in 
life  she  was  convinced  her  forte 
was  writing,  and  now  has  confirm- 
ed her  belief  by  becoming  an  ex- 
cellent school  teacher.  She  earned 
the  title  of  “Pollyanna”  by  being 
still  optimistic  of  the  eventual  out- 
come of  humanity  after  sixteen 
years  of  reading  themes  on  "The 
First  Snowstorm.” 

D. 

Dixon,  Fred — "Buck”.  As  a child  he 
played  football  and  basketball  six 
hours  a day,  and  then  relaxed  two 
hours  with  a tennis  rackett.  One 
would  think  him  happy,  but — alas! 
— the  curse  of  a breaking  heart! — 
he  has  never  been  able  to  throw 
pennies  at  a mark.  His  only  vice 
is  that  he  does  not  part  his  hair 
in  the  middle. 

Egbert,  Anna — "Calamity  Jane”.  Her 
mother  was  scared  by  a horse. 
"Calamity  Jane”  condemns  innocent 
English  students  by  profession,  and 
worships  an  innocent  English  pro- 
fessor by  hobby.  She  goes  into 
raptures  over  Wordsworth,  and  is 
suspected  of  reading  James  Joyce  in 
secret. 

F. 

“Funny”  Woodward,  (Hugh  W.) 
Rumor  has  it  that  as  a child  of  ten, 
“Funny”  laughed  at  an  amusing 
monkey.  The  monkey  bit  him,  and 
"Funny”  has  never  laughed  since, 
. except  foe  the  time  his  neighbors’s 
cow  bloated  on  his  lucerne.  He 
dislikes  publicity,  but  has  a keen 
sense  of  news  values. 

G. 

G.  Ott  Romney — “Ottie”.  A fighting 
jaw,  a fighting  eye,  and  a fighting 
smile.  A fighting  walk,  a fighting 
talk,  and  a fighting  mind.  Other 
than  that  he  is  a pacifist.  His 
greatest  pleasure  is  to  scare  a per- 
son to  death  with  a fierce  frown, 
and  then  crack  a joke  in  a velvet 
voice;  and  his  hobby  is  sewing  little 
flowers  on  dolies. 

H. 

Hoyt,  Harrison  V.— "H.  V.”  He  has 
the  appearance  of  being  an  obedient 
husband,  and  he  is  writing  a book 
about  the  time  he  could  not  find 
girl  to  walk  down  the  hill  with.  His 
greatest  dread  is  to  be  shipwrecked 
on  a desert  island  without  a pencil. 

I. 

Ida  S.  Dusenberry — "Sadie".  A 

mechanical  smile  that  seems  to  be 
actuated  by  a hidden  button — and 
black  stockings.  A voice  that  is 
bored  to  tears,  and  a shuddering 
dread  of  people  who  clean  their 
nails  in  public.  Just  an  old  fashion- 
ed girl  with  unbobbed  hair. 

J- 

“Junior”  de  Jong,  (Gerret).  "Junior” 


is  called  such  because  his  father  had 
the  same  name  as  he.  It  was  an 
original  idea  in  the  family,  and  it 
is  copyrighted.  “Junior”  has  a 
burning  ambition  to  transmit  the 
priceless  hertitage,  but  his  faith  in 
Mendel  and  Galton  has  been  rude- 
ly shaken  by  three  girls  in  a row. 
He  still  has  hopes. 

K. 

“Kick  ’em  Out"  Boyle,  (C.  S.)  As 

head  of  the  Attendance  and  Schol- 
arship Committee,  “Kick  ’em  Out” 
has  helped  students  without  num- 
ber. At  last  he  has  divulged  his 
secret  of  helping  erring  members: 
He  has  them  expelled  from  school 
during  the  last  two  weeks  of  the 
quarter,  then,  when  they  are  ready, 
they  crawl  the  length  of  the  hall  on 
hands  and  knees  to  his  office,  pro- 
strate themselves  at  his  feet  and 
lick  his  shoes  clean,  turn  a back 
sommersault,  and  cry  “Uncle!” 
They  shake  hands,  and  all  is  for- 
gotten. 

L. 

Lambert,  A.  C. — ‘Ace.”  A good  secret 
service  agent  gone  wrong.  “Ace” 
loves  to  wander  around  in  a pur- 
poseful manner  on  mysterious  er- 
rands. He  is  harmless,  except  for 
the  fact  he  debates.  He  knows  a 
good  joke,  and  if  you  perchance 
have  not  heard  it,  do  so. 

M. 

Martin,  Thomas  L. — “Tommy”.  He 
drove  a milk  wagon  three  years,  but 
lost  ambition  and  began  teaching 
school.  His  quarterly  joke  is  to 
flunk  al  students  who  do  not  learn 
everything  he  knows  in  six  week*. 
He  was  for  a long  time  reputed  to 
have  a heart  of  stone,  but  recent  re- 
search has  disclosed  there  is  no 
heat  at  all,  it  being  omitted  from 
lack  of  space. 

N. 

“Natty"  Jensen,  (J.  M.)  The  only 
professor  on  the  campus  who  can 
wear  an  up-to-the  minute  blue  over- 
coat with  padded  shoulders,  and 
who  can  top  it  off  with  a pearl 
gray  hat.  He  has  two  desires  in 
Life;  one  to  live  down  the  day  his 
shoelace  broke,  and  the  other  to  re- 
compense for  flunking  a lad  in 
1867. 

O. 

"Oscar"  Sauer,  (Robert).  "Oscar’s” 
only  bad  habit  is  the  practice  of 
circulating  rumors  each  year  that  the 
band  is  to  buy  new  uniforms. 
"Oscar”  tries  to  live  down  his  last 
name  in  his  music,  and  he  plays 
two  rasberry  tunes  that  are  very, 
very  funny.  These  are  the  only 
things  that  have  ever  made  him 
laugh  audibly  ,and  until  he  reads 
this  biography,  he  has  never  been 
known  to  take  a joke. 

P. 

Poulson,  M.  Wilford — "Poolie”.  A 
first  class  razor-blade  inspector 
diverted  into  psychology.  His  life 
is  spent  in  pennance  for  changing 
“and”  to  “but”  in  a quotation  in 
1916  without  making  a note  of  it 
on  the  manuscript.  “Poolie”  has 
never  been  bested  in  an  argument 
with  a gentleman.  (A  gentleman  is 
ofte  who  does  not  speak  while  an- 
other is  speaking.) 

Q. 

“Queen”  Roberts,  (Bertha)  Jet  black 
hair,  white  face,  dark  eyes,  and  an 
erect  carriage.  Willowy  figure, 
regular  features,  ankles,  and  possi- 
bly calves.  A 1930  body  on  a 
1920  chasis. 

R. 

Rowe,  E.  M. — “Eddie”.  You  should 
hear  “Eddie’’  talk  about  the  moving 
pictures — it  won’t  take  long  to  hear 
all  he  has  to  say.  “Eddie”  has  har- 
bered  a suppressed  desire  for  forty- 
four  years  to  go  on  just  one  wild, 
hell-raising,  hair-lifting  bender.  His 
safety  valve  is  to  make  all  miserable 
who  yeild  to  the  desire  he  has  sup- 
pressed. 

(Continued  on  page  3) 


When  in  Doubt  Over  Depart- 
ment Head  Articles  Consult 
Tribune,  Says  Scribe 

Lest  the  reader  be  led  to  expect  the 
bated-breath  disclosures  of  a confes- 
sional story  by  the  above  head,  the 
writer  wishes  to  make  it  explicit  at 
once  that  this  is  to  be  an  unembellish- 
ed and  unsentimental  disclosure  of  cer- 
tain facts  concerning  the  business  of 
gathering  news  about  the  campus  of 
the  Brigham  Young  university.  The 
word  “secrets”  is  employed  because 
the  methods  herein  set  forth  are  not 
generally  known  nor  used,  being  re- 
served for  particular  “cases.” 

When  a story  is  to  be  procured 
from  a professor  who  is  known  to  be 
afflicted  with  a serious  case  of 
“publicitis’’  the  method  of  procedure 
most  conducive  to  favorable  results  is 
to  interview  the  professor  in  an  effort 
to  find  out  when  the  story  can  be  se- 
cured. The  story  is  not  yet  ready, 
but  will  be  in  a few  days.  The  re- 
porter is  invited  to  return. 

Now,  the  ordinary  reporter  not  ini- 
tiated to  the  special  method  of  pro- 
cedure alluded  to  above  will  wait  un- 
til the  time  set  by  the  professor  and 
return  for  the  story.  It  will  be  ready, 
probably  written  up  ready  for  publica- 
tion, especially  if  the  story  is  about 
the  professor.  The  story  appears  in 
due  time  in  the  columns  of  the  Y 
News,  and  all  is  well. 

The  reporter,  however,  who  has  the 
nose  for  news  of  a real  newspaper 
man  will  not  wait  to  secure  the  story 
from  the  professor.  He  will  run  at 
once  to  the  nearest  news  stand,  spend 
a nickle  cheerfully  for  a copy  of  the 
Provo  “Herald"  or  the  Salt  Lake 
“Tribune,”  rush  back  to  the  Y News 
office,  find  the  story  he  is  after  and 
rehash  it,  thereby  enabling  it  to  ap- 
pear in  the  columns  of  the  school 
paper  not  more  than  a day  or  two  at 
the  utmost — later  than  it  was  printed 
in  the  Salt  Lake  papers. 

Y 

THE  PLAGIARIST’S 
COLYUM 


(We  thought  no  one  was  low 
enough  to  write  a travesty  on  Sam’s 
Taylored  Topics  until  one~  of  our 
feeble-minded  brethern  wrote  this 
column  and  then  it  was  too  late.) 


Purloined  by  a big  block  and  tackle 
man  from  Pulleyville. 

(Note:  A guest  contributor  from 
the  U.  of  Washington  conferred  the 
title  upon  us.  Maybe  he’s  a Lander 
Hall  man,  who  knows?) 

And  speaking  of  the  U.  of  W.  re- 
minds us  of  Garn  Webb.  Professor 
Rowe  says  he  will  some  day  amount 
to  something  now  that  he  is  removed 
from  the  evil  social  influence  around 
here. 

What!  Professor,  aren’t  the  Tau- 
sigs  a bona  fide  part  of  the  social 
unit  system  at  this  university?  Don’t 
they  visit  the  Attendance  and  Scho- 
larship Committee  regularly? 

“Professor,”  I said,  "have  you  no 
ethics?” 

“I  did  have,”  the  blue  eyes  lower 
fell,  “but  I turned  it  in  for  a Chevro- 
let.’’ 

Jees!  even  one  of  Sam  Taylor’s 
asterisks  wouldn’t  save  that  one. 

And  now,  kind  reader,  ere  they 
laugh  when  I sit  down  to  the*  piano, 
you  may  accompany  me  with  the  song 
“Even  though  you’re  everybody’s 
sweetheart,  I love  you  like  nobody’s 
business.” 

Then,  it  seems  kind  of  funny — 

I told  her  I loved  her; 

She  said  she  loved  me. 

We  both  believed  it — 

She’s  telling  some  one  else  now; 

I’m  looking  around  for  some  one  to 

tell  it  to. 

And,  believe  it  or  not,  the  only 
(Continued  on  page  2) 
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WRITER  ADVISES  NUGGETS 
TO  STEP  COLUMN-MISS 


FLOATING  UNIVERSITY 

(A  werry  timely  editorial  indeed.) 

Just  as  soon  as  we  begin  to  look  at  an  institution  like  the 
“Floating  University”  with  thinly  veiled  admiration  and  sigh  hope- 
fully or  hope  sighingly)  for  the  day  when  we  may  gather  enough 
shekels  to  take  the  intellectual  tour,  along  comes  the  president  of 
the  school  and  explodes  the  whole  bubble  with  the  astounding 
statement  that  the  whole  thing  is  a failure  thus  far.  “Educators 
Beyond  Their  Depjh,”  by  Sidney  Greenbie,  president  of  the  Float- 
ing University  for  1928-29,  tells  in  detail  the  inside  story  of  the 
popular  educational  mis-adventure,  its  disruption  and  its  possibili- 
ties. 

Well — well — well!  Disruption!  And  so  the  ship  of  education 
had  barnacles  on  the  bottom!  Buoy!  Buoy!  What  won’t  our 
favorite  professor  say  to  this?  And  after  we  had  killed  the  fatted 
sea-cow  upon  his  return  to  terra  firma  again — to  say  nothing  of  in- 
creasing his  salary. 

The  trouble  was,  as  Mr.  Greenbie  explained,  that  the  professors 
regarded  the  tour  as  one  grand  vacation  from  regular  teaching  in 
which  they  and  their  wives  toured  at  the  expense  of  students  who 
were  serious  about  the  business,  many  of  them  having  saved  their 
earnings  for  a long  time  just  for  the  opportunity  of  going  on  such 
a glorious  opportunity”  cruise. 

The  fact  that  Mr.  Greenbie  takes  the  trouble  to  write  an 
eighty  five  page  book  pointing  out  the  reasons  that  the  floating 
university  was  sunk  in  the  holy  waters  of  travel  ignorance  as  well 
as  good  red  wine  (one  professor  was  removed  because  of  drinking) 
not  to  mention  several  other  causes  for  girls  to  stay  home  in  the 
future,  is  enough  to  show  that  there  was  plenty  of  dissension  in  the 
ranks  of  the  big  fish  who  were  to  be  the  brain  builders  of  the 
floating  students. — Floating  with  an  anvil  under  each  arm. — The 
dissension  was  that  many  of  the  students  came  to  really  get  an 
education  but  found  it  difficult  to  convince  the  professors  that  they 
ought  to  get  it. 

Although  past  universities  of  the  water  have  been  forced  onto 
the  rocks  the  possible  substitution  of  oil  burners  for  alcohol 
burners;  the  hiring  of  tracer-tried  educators  rather  than  primarily 
Ph.  D’s;  a sane  and  wholesome  direction  of  shore  programs  rather 
than  “committee”  tactics  which  were  employed  interfering  with 
students  private  social  life  will  probably  set  the  floating  U.  upon 
firm  ground. 

The  main  point  is  to  get  professors  who  are  travel-tried  rather 
than  purely  pedantic;  with  a mind  more  the  shape  of  a whale’s 
than'  an  eel’s,  because  if,  after  all,  the  traveling  is  not  the  highlight 
of  the  cruise,  why  travel?  Then  Aha.  Perhaps  we  too  will  throw 
all  caution  on  the  Trade  winds,  quit  railing  against  the  faculty  pei- 
sonnel,  button  up  our  Pea-cost  and  dive  in — ! Oh  buoy!  — Let 
me  up  I’ll  quit! 


(Knocked  out  in  a half  a day  while 
the  old  woman  did  the  washing.) 

Since  the  creation — of  this  column 
— the  regular  columist  or  perhaps  I 
should  say  column-miss  has  taken 
advantage  of  her  grudges  and  oppor- 
tunities to  knock,  rap,  slap,,  smack, 
slam,  bang,  and  hit  (all  from  Webs- 
ter) at  the  erring  and  unfortunates. 
Since  she  is  the  only  one  immune 
from  criticism  in  the  general  issues 
this  special  April  column  is  dedicated 
to  her. 

The  title  of  this  column  is  so 
original.  I believe  the  Navy  dis 
covered  its  significance  about  the 
time  they  made  a shift  from  oars  to 
the  wind  jammers.  It  has  only  been 
used  a million  or  so  times  since.  A 
drawing  of  the  home  perch  of  one  of 
the  specie  of  the  genus  corvus  would 
be  slightly  more  original  and  much 
more  appropriate,  said  nest  sometimes 
containing  many  odds  and  ends  inter- 
mixed with  other  stranger  materials. 
No  material  could  be  stranger  than 
what  has  hitherto  appeared  herein 
The  responsibility  of  the  name  has 
not  been  discovered,  the  triteness  of 
the  title  being  unlesstned  by  the  fact. 


It  has  been  one  of  my  suppressed 
desires  to  pat  the  tawny  head  of  the 
coluhin-miss  to  discover  whether  she 
would  purr  or  scratch. 


Reference  to  the  Nuggets  with  a 
certain  degree  of  regularity  shows 
partiality  on  the  part  of  the  column- 
miss.  I wonder  if  an  invite  to  a party 
would  lessen  the  bombardment?  They 
could  have  a pledge  ask  her  and  thus 
avoid  technicalities. 


Nice  Vikings. 


No  crimes  escape  unnoticed  from 
the  good  looking  popular  gentleman 
to  the  heinous  crime  of  the  lady  with 
half  soled  shoes. 


Literary  Butt 


(Continued  from  page  1) 


Dowager  of  Wales,  played  by  Miss 
Elaine  Paxman,  replendent  with 
majesty  and  jewels  and  the  soul  of  a 
mother,  relieved  the  too  stiff  and  harsh 
Lord  Butte,  played  by  Fred  Miner, 
of  the  opportunity  of  causing  the 
audience  to  writhe  in  nervous  uneasi- 
ness. 

When  Joseph  Whitehead  as  Robert 
Clegg,  the  village  gab  and  none-too- 
sober  paper  man,  made  his  exit  he 
had  done  appropriate  part  and  Han- 
nah and  Betty  were  as  relieved  as  the 
audience. 

The  scenery  and  lighting  was  new 
and  “fit,”  though  the  process  of  “fitt- 
ing” took  the  usual  too  long  a time 
between  acts,  a fault  of  no  one. 

Y 

What’s  Back  of  News 


(Continued  from  page  1) 


tion  philosophically  because  it  has 
arisen  twice  each  week  since  the  be 
ginning  of  the  school  year.  It  is  near- 
ly time  to  go  to  press  and  all  the 
copy  is  not  in. 

The  telephone  rings  shrilly,  with 
malice  aforethought  peculiar  to  the  Y 
News’  phone.) 

Jean:  Hello — Stanley  Gunn?  No,  he 
isn’t  here.  Call  811. 

(A  reporter  enters  stage  door  at 
right,  leaves  copy  on  editor’s  desk 
and  hurries  out.  Jean  reads  it,  fills  in 
two  dates  left  with  a convenient  blank, 
and  writes  a new  lead.) 

Jean:  Type  this  , Steve. 

Steve:  (With  false  bravery)  Okey. 

(Steve  takes  copy,  looks  doubtfully 
at  girls  at  typewriters,  then  timidly  ap- 
proaches the  nearest  one.) 

Steve:  (Clears  throat  to  attract  at- 

tention) Pardon  me,  but — 

Girl:  (Without  looking  up)  Oh, 

that’s  all  right. 

Steve:  But — I mean — That  is— 

This  copy  has  got  to  be  typed.  May 
I use  your  typewriter  for  a few  min- 
utes? 

Girl:  (Glancing  thur  papers)  Sure- 


ly. I’ll  be  thru  in  about  ten  minutes. 

(Steve  retires  creatfallen  to  wait.) 

(Telephone  rings.) 

Jean:  Hello— No,  this  is  the  Y 

News  office — Stanley  Gunn? — Try 

811. 

Reporter:  (Showing  head  in  door 

at  right)  Professor  Whozis  wouldn't 
give  me  that  story  about  his  appoint- 
ment. He  wants  to  buy  a new  suit 
before  he  ‘receives  the  congratulatory 
attention  of  his  brother  professors.' 

Jean:  (In  despairing  voice)  Ye 

godsl 

(Curtain) 

Act  2.  (Curtain  rises  on  scene  at 
Graham  printing  office.  M.  H. 
Graham  is  discovered  glaring  fiercely 
at  Jean  and  T.  who  just  arrived. 

M.  H.:  (Sternly)  You’re  late  again. 

Jean:  (Meekly)  Yes,  sir. 

M.  H.:  (More  sternly)  You’re 

late. 

* Jean  (More  meekly)  Yes,  sir. 

(M.  H.  retires  into  office,  satisfied 
for  the  moment.) 

Jean:  (Speaking  to  Howard  Gra- 
ham, the  make  up  man)  I want  this 
head  changed  to  read  “more  than 
two  hundred”  instead  of  “Two  hun- 
dred.’* 

Howard:  (Face  turning  red  in 

valiant  effort  at  self  suppression)  All 
right. 

(T.  is  reading  the  proof  of  one  of 
his  sport  stories.)  , 

T.  (In  stage  whisper)  Damn  that 
linotype  man.  He’s  changed,  “nth” 
degree  to  “ninth  degree."  It  makes 
this  story  sound  like  a heart  harrow- 
ing article  from  the  police  court. 

M.  H.  (Entering  from  office  at 
right  of  stage.)  This  is  a fine  how- 
duyudo!  Jenkins  Knit  just  called  up 
about  an  ad  that's  been  waiting  for 
two  days.  What’s  the  matter  with 
your  business  manager? 

(Curtain  decends  upon  pathetic 
scene  showing  Jean  pacing  up  and 
down  front  of  stage  with  deperation 
written  on  his  face.) 

Y 

Patronize  The  Y News  Advertisers. 

Y 

Store  Clerk:  “Here’s  your  pint  of 
linseed  oil,  little  girl.  Where’s  the 
money? 

Little  Girl:  “Please,  mister,  it’s  in 
the  bottom  of  the  can." 


I am  not  naturally  this  way.  It 
must  be  the  March  wind,  April  show- 
ers, and  Highschoolish  journalism. 
Y 

Taylored  Optica 

(Continued  from  page  1) 

making  an  exhaustive  study  of  group 
action  within  units  of  a community. 
The  results  have  been  little  less  than 
startling.  Asking  questions  and  hav- 
ing to  answer  same  lacks  interest 
and  soon  palls. 

dash — dash — dajh — dash 
Steve  Brodie  took  a chance  when 
he  jumped  off  Brookyln  bridge. 
President  Harris  took  a chance  and 
inagurated  a new  social  regime.  Steve 
did  hit  the  water. — Sam  Taylor  took 
one  and  is  still  wondering  about  it. 
Jean  Paulson  has  taken  several  and  is 
still  free  white  and  twenty  one.  The 
accent  is  to  be  placed  on  the  ‘free.’ 
Columbus  and  I took  the  other  two. 
There  are  none  left  so  the  scholarship 
committee  takes  none. 

Clasterisk — Clasterisk — Clasterisk 
I’m  getting  old  and  childish  so  I'll 
leave  it  to  the  Psychology  teacher  to 
explain  that  Sodom  and  Gomorrah 
were  Eve’s  grandparents. 


Essau  must  have  been  a journalist. 
Didn't  he  sell  his  copyright  for  a 
partridge?  (Page  O.  Henry.) 


The  most  serviceable  lady  in  school: 
Genevieve  Morgan. 


Telephone  call: 

"Hello,  Service  Bureau?” 

“Yes.”  (Female  voice.) 

“We  want  your  best  reader  to  come 
out  to  the  fifty  sixth  ward  Monday 
night". 

"I’m  sorry,  we’re  all  busy  Monday 
and  Tuesday  but  I’LL  come  Wednes- 
day.” 


I was  going  to  put  in  a statement 
about  the  Attendance  and  Scholarship 
Committee  but  I haven’t  any  claster- 
isk. 


Life  is  like  stairs — ups  and  downs. 

Y 
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THE  BLEEDER’S 
COLYUM 


By  LEECH 

Last  night  I stood  on  a hill — prom- 
itory — and  watched  the  glorious  moon, 
as  it  traversed  a scintillating  highway 
over  the  amber  water  of  the  majestic, 
undulating,  unfeeling  body  of  water 
at  my  feet.  Each  gamboling  wavelet 
caught  a scintilla  from  a moonbean. 
caused  it  wonderfully  to  scintillate, 
until  all  was  a molten,  scintillating 
scintillation.  It  scintillated.  I stood 
there,  spellbound,  enthralled,  overawed 
and  humbled  by  the  sheer,  all  embrac- 
ing beauty.  Ethel  was  waiting  . . . 
waiting  . . . waiting  patiently  . . . 
down  there.  I raised  my  face  to 
Heaven,  and  waited,  for  what  I knew 
not.  The  thought  came  to  me:  what 
is  life?  . . . What  is  life?  . . . What 
. . . Is  . . . LIFE?  ...  I found  myself 
composing: 

Life  is  like  a cigarette  . . . 

If  one's  found  in  one’s  pocket, 
One’s  not  only  put  on  the  asbestos 
rug: 

One’s  sent  home — if  one  hasta  walk 
it  . . . 

Water  dripping  . . . dripping  . . . 

The  moon  slowly  settled  softly  in 
its  soft  silvery  bed.  An  enfolding 
peace  enveloped,  surrounded,  enfold- 
ed me  with  its  stealthy  majesty.  I 
turned,  and  with  humble  steps,  slow- 
ly I trudged  through  the  twilight  to 
where  Ethel  stood,  waiting  . . . wait- 
ing . . waiting  patiently.  I sank  to 
the  stool.  I put  my  humbled  head  in 
her  flank,  and  seized  the  milk  bucket 
between  my  knees.  I had  found 
peace.  . . . 

THE  PLAGAIRIST’S 


(Continued  from  page  1) 

solace  I can  find  now  is  the  memory 
of  our  singing  together  the  ribald 
song  “We  Love  the  O.  S.,  Good 
Girls  Are  They."  The  cryptic  “they" 
refers,  in  this  instance,  to  the  N.  L.’s. 
At  this  point  Jonah  took  another 
swallow. 

"And,"  were  her  final  words,  “any- 
one whose  love  affairs  are  so  all-con- 
suming as  yours,  is  a horse’s  neck.” 
And  what’s  more,  I might  add,  he — I 
mean  I — ought  to  get  on  to  himself — 
or  is  it  myself? 

Sitting  in  our  inglenook,  watching — 
that  is,  opening  our  morning’s  mail, 
we  are  delighted  to  read  the  following 
parody  on  the  following  plagiarism 
and  award  the  following  prize  as  an- 
nounced in  a following  issue  of  this 
paper: 

Me  mother’s  an  apple  pie  baker, 

Me  father  he  fiddles  for  gin, 

Me  sister  she  sings  for  a shilling: 

My  gawd,  how  the  money  rolls  in! 

Here  it  is  (brought  to  you  every 
week  by  Pepsident.  (Pardons,  Sam) 
Me  brother’s  an  athlete  at  A.  C., 

Me  dad  alius  said  he  was  lazy, 

But  now  he  winds  clocks  on  the  first 
of  each  week; 

My  gawd,  how  the  money  rolls  in. 

As  a final  jingle,  our  staff  plagiar- 
ist, Prof.  Joky II  of  Hyde  Park,  sub- 
mits the  following  interpolation  from 
Walt  Mason's  classic: 

The  gold  bricks  make  a gaudy  show 


A Wealth  of 
The  glamorous  Love  Lil 
of  the  famous  soldier — poet, 
swordsman  — more  wonderful 
than  anything  you  ever  hoped  to 
see.  All  in  gorgeous  natural 
| color! 


DENNIS  KING 
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to  careless  passers  by; 

Four-flushers  come,  four-flushers  go. ! 
but  merit  does  not  die. 

"Copy!  Copy!"  Cries  the  editor. 
"Can’t,  Jean,  there’s  nothing  left  to 
copy." 


The  priest  had  preached  a splendid 
sermon  on  the  beauties  and  joys  of 
married  life.  Two  old  Bridgets  wad- 
dled showly  out  at  the  close  of  the 
service. 


Y “Ah.  ’twas  a fine  sermon  his  riv 

Middle-age  is  that  stage  of  life  when  | rjnce  was  after  tellin’  us.” 
you  can't  see  much  sport  in  darting  InJ„d  it  was.  An'  I wish  J knrw 
thru  heavy  traffic  at  40  miles  an  hour  aJ  Iit„r  about  it  as  hc  Joe,." 

on  a motorcycle.  1 


Hosiery  Special! 

Full  Fashioned  Silk 

3 pairs  $J55  3 pairs 
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SAVE  YOUR  SILK  HOSE! 
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Inexpensive. 

TAN  MR  BROS  COMPANY 

THK  DEPARTMENT  STORE  OF  PROVO 

Hosiery  Dept. 


April  Fool! 

We  re  not  going  to 
advertise  in  this  issue 

TRY  OUR  COLLEGE  MALTS 
BANYAN  LUNCH  & GROCETERIA 

“Just  Across  the  Street”- 
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Society ^ 


MRS.  WOODWARD  ELECTED 
HEAO  OF  B.  Y.  WOMEN 

Mrs.  H.  M.  Woodward  wa9  elected 
president  of  the  Faculty  Women's 
organization  at  the  annual  business 
meeting  held  at  the  university  on  Sat 
urday  afternoon,  March  29.  Other 
officers  elected  were  Mrs.  P.  P.  Bige- 
low, first  vice  president;  and  Mrs. 
Parley  Christensen,  second  vice  presi- 
dent. 

Piano  and  violin  selections,  a short 
discussion  about  eminent  music  com- 
posers by  Professor  Robert  Sauer, 
committee  reports,  and  a general  busi- 
ness discussion  constituted  the  after- 
noon’s program.  Following  this,  re- 
freshments were  served  to  the  forty 
ladies  attending  the  meeting.  The 
hostesses  at  the  affair  were  Mrs. 
Herald  R.  Clark,  Miss  Gladys  Black, 
Mrs.  Joseph  Sudweeks,  Mrs.  Alonzo 
Morley,  Mrs.  Hannah  Packard,  and 
Mrs.  Karl  A.  Bentwet.  Mrs.  J.  B. 
Keeler  was  granted  honorary  member- 
ship in  the  organization. 

The  retiring  officers,  Mrs.  C.  Y. 
Cannon,  president;  Mrs.  Vasco  Tan- 
ner, first  vice  president;  and  Mrs.  May 
Hammond,  second  vice  president, 
were  given  a vote  of  thanks  for  their 
services  to  the  club. 

Y — ; 

A-B-C-D  Professors 
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S. 

“Sand  y”  Christensen,  (P.  A.) 

“Sandy’s”  greatest  fault  is  that  he 
was  never  spanked  when  a child. 
He  was  born  with  a notebook  in  his 
hand,  busily  jotting  down  his  im- 
pressions of  the  heaven  he  had  just 
left.  He  cut  his  teeth  on  a copy  of 
Homer,  and  at  the  age  of  four  he 
was  caught  behind  the  barn  reading 
"Beowulf”  in  the  original.  For 
breakfast  he  has  ham  and  eggs  and 
flattery,  and  if  in  a hurry  he  leaves 
off  the  ham  and  eggs. 

T. 

“Tidwell”  Madsen,  (Franklin).  “Tid- 
well” had  his  ear  cut  by  a barber 
when  an  iijfant,  so  he  became 
musician,  and  he  now  just  hews  off 


(Designed  with  the  ( utmost  care 
after  everybody  else  had  gone  to  bed 
and  with  a prayer  in  our  hearts.) 


the  surplus  hair  with  a scythe.  He 
has  that  stogy,  unusual,  genius-like 
appearance  that  goes  with  temper- 
ment,  a dull  razor,  and  too  much 
bread  pudding. 

U. 

“Unconscious”  Peterson,  (Hugh  W.) 

"Unconscious,”  as  he  is  fondly 
known,  will  tell  you  it  is  not 
chemical  laBORATORY,  but 
LABORatory,  and  then  he  will 
slide  through  the  year  on  his 
putation  as  a humorist.  “Unconsci- 
ous” is  a good  sort,  and  will  not 
mind  a bit  the  panning  he  gets  here. 

V. 

Vasco  Tanner — “Pinkie”.  “It’s  not 
the  facts  that  count,”  declares 
“Pinkie,”  “It’s  the  big  words 
learned.”  “Pinkie"  sleeps  with  the 
"Dictionary  of  Scientific  Terms”  as 
a pillow,  and  when  he  can’t  sleep 
nights  he  reads  it.  His  insomia  is 
very  bad.  After  spending  a for- 
tune, "Pinkie”  declares  hair  lotions 
are  all  a fake. 

W. 

Weston  Oakes,  L. — “Stubby”.  "Stub- 
by” first  showed  signs  of  medical 
ability  when  he  hit  his  father  in  the 
head  with  a hammer  when  two 
years  old.  His  native  ability  was 
carefully  nurtured.  "Stubby”  is 
studying  all  the  time,  and  perhaps 
someday  he  will  be  able  to  give  up 
medicine  and  teach  English  at  the 
Y. 

X. 

“X-Ray”  Marshall  (Milton)  “X-Ray” 
has  the  astounding  gift  of  being 
able  to  snatch  a formulae  from  the 
thin  air  and  tie  it  in  a knot.  It  is 
whispered  that  he  is  on  speaking 
terms  with  Einstein,  and  he  even 
knows  so  much  that  he  understands 
that  a college  student  cannot  possi- 
ble know  anything  about  anything. 
With  a perfect  record,  he  blots  his 
Shining  mark  by  a trick  haircut. 

Y. 

“Yankie”  Snow  , (William  J.)  Six 


“Friend  Hannah” 


(Continued  from  page  1) 

red  in  one’s  seat  the  while  she  held 
mind  you;  in  fact  we  don’t  mind  con- 
fessing that  a good  deal  that  is  liter- 
ary has  crept  into  our  book.  But  you 
can’t  expect  us  to  get  away  from  that 
all  at  once — give  us  time.  So  to  be 
honest  with  you — it’s  literary  BUTT 
it’s  KEEN.  (To  henchman  on  left, 
a dark  lady)  “Do  you  think  he’d  un 
derstand  what  I meant  by  esoteric?’ 

“No.” 

“Well  then,  to  be  perfectly  frank 
with  you,  it’s  literary  BUTT  it’s  not 
esoteric.” 

The  buyer  has  by  this  time  suc- 
cumbed to  the  amount  of  evidence 
brought  before  him,  and  unable  to 
speak  in  the  awful  presence  of  literary 
genious  holds  out  two  dimes  and 
walks  away  quickly,  afraid  to  ask  for 
his  change. 

He  carefully  hides  the  magazine 
under  his  coat  and  cautiously  glancing 
over  his  shoulder  the  while,  he  slips 
down  to  the  basement  of  the  building 
to  read.  (Professor  Higgs  take  note) 
Despite  the  assurance  of  the  salesman 
that  the  magazine  really  is  keen,  he  is 
still  a bit  timid  lest  his  English  pro- 
fessor should  find  him  reading  some- 
thing that  at  best  is  on  the  borderline 
of  ‘literary.’  LITERARY!  At  the 
very  thoughts  of  the  word  he  glances 
surreptitiously  over  his  shoulder  and 
although  he  is  now  safely  hidden  away 
back  of  a boiler  he  begins  to  entertain 
wild  thoughts  of  being  discovered  by 
the  English  faculty  enmasse,  or  his 
felony  being  found  out  by  Dr.  Wood- 
head,  Professor  Hard  Boil,  or  Pro- 
fessor Constant  Row.  Other  night 
marish  visions  enter  his  head. — What 
if  it  is  literary — and  that  pain  in  his 
side  turns  out  to  be  appendictus  after 
all — and  he  is  operated  upon — and 
they  give  him  gas — and  he  goes  out 
of  his  head — and  says  something  liter- 
ary in  the  presence  of  the  nurse  and 
the  doctor? — ? 

Beads  of  sweat  begin  to  stand  out 
on  his  forehead.  Still — (he  rational- 
izes) a man  has  a right  to  read  what 
he  wants — it  might  not  be  appendici- 
tus — Gritting  his  teeth  he  tremblingly 
opens  the  graphic  cover  sheet. 
Rapaciously  his  eye  swoops  onto  the 
first  word,  dreading  yet  hoping  in  a 
way  that  it  is  literary,  and  he  can 
glory  in  his  wickedness  for  having 
read  it.  His  anxious  orbit  leaps  to 
the  second — the  third — the,  fourth — the 
fifth — the  sixth — the  seventh — the 

eighth — the  ninth — the — (Here  count 
to  two  thousand.) 

As  the  long  hours  dwindled  into 
darkness,  as  old  Sol  lazily  allowed  his 
glowing  hulk  to  sink  beyond  the  West- 
ern mountains  (not  a bad  style, 
right  there)  our  hero  still  sat  hunchr 
ed  into  an  excruciatingly  uncomfort- 
able position,  oblivious  of  all  save  his 
search  for  something  literary.  By  this 
time,  disappointment  had  swung  the 
pendulum  of  his  desires  the  other  way 
and  he  was  actually  hoping  to  find 
something  literary,  let  the  conse- 
quences be  what  they  may.  He’d 
read  something  literarily  low  and 
join  the  Tausigs. 

(Denotes  the  elapse  of 

two  hours  and  a half.) 

Our  hero  painfully  drags  himself  to 
his  feet,  a better  and  a wiser  man. 
After  stretching  out  his  arms  to  re- 
lieve the  cramped  feeling  he  slowly 
climbs  the  stairs  into  the  Education 
building  to  the  scene  of  the  sale. 
(You  have  probably  heard,  gentle 
reader,  of  the  theory  of  a criminal 
returning  always  to  the  scene  of  his 
crime.)  Ttie  salesman,  having  for- 
gotten his  face,  attempts  to  sell  him 
another  magazine  but  the  right  will 
not  be  denied. 

Our  hero  holds  out  his  hand  and  in 
husky,  half-grateful  half  disappoint- 
ed tone  says,  "Old  man,  I’ve  got  to 
hand  it  to  you,  I’m  still  pure.  And 
really  I wouldn’t  worry  about  explain- 
ing that  literary  part;  I didn’t  find  a 
thing  that  was  objectionably  literary 
in  the  whole  magazine.” 

The  salesman  feverishly  copies 
down  his  words  to  be  used  as  a 
testimonial. 

Another  prospective  steps  up.  “A 
magazine  by  students,  "is  the  sales- 
man’s clarion  this  time.  “Only  nine 
faculty  members  represented  this  time. 
Last  issue  we  had  nine.” 


TO 


AN  AUTOBIOGRAPHY 


feet  four,  by  two  by  four.  Rattling 
with  the  dry  dust  of  centuries  of  his- 
tory. A keen  sense  of  humor  dried 
to  a crisp  by  facts.  A walking  en- 
cyclopedia of  names  and  dates,  and 
with  a trust  so  broad  he  allows 
students  to  correct  their  own 
papers.  A long  vision  become 
short-sighted  by  eternal  scrutiny  of 
footprints  on  the  shifting  sands  of 
time. 

Z. 

Zeke”  Whetten,  (Nathan)  Just  a 
good  natured  boy  with  pretty  hair. 
Began  a promising  career  as  a 
plumber’s  assistant,  but  was  led  as- 
tray. A good  disposition  but  a 
short  sight  for  those  who  don’t  mat- 
ter. Already  in  a pedagogical  rut, 
and  glorying  in  it. 

— S.  T. 


I wa9  born  in  a livery  stable  on 
a bitter  Christmas  night.  Two 
Gypsies  found  me  when  they  sneaked 
into  the  loft  to  sleep  off  a hangover. 
In  that  respect  I resemble  a famous 
New  Testament  character. 

I never  knew  my  mother,  but  from 
reliable  reports  she  was  the  famous 
Big  Knee  Nellie,  who  for  years  oc- 
cupied room  twenty-three  of  Dutch 
Charlie’s  Saloon  and  Dance  Hall.  My 
mother  was  well  known  for  miles 
around  as  the  only  woman  to  stay  a 
full  twenty  minutes  with  One  Eyed 
Annie  in  a rough-and-tumble  encoun- 
ter. Of  my  father  there  are  several 
possibilities. 

I was  adopted  as  an  infant  by  a 
gentleman  and  his  wife  who  later  were 
imprisoned  for  smuggling  opium.  The 
man  finally  was  hanged  for  driving 
nail,  in  a baby’s  head,  and  the  woman 
died  of  acute  alcoholic  poisoning 
few  weeks  later. 

Of  course  the  association  with  these 
unrefined  people  was  extremely  dis- 
tasteful to  one  of  my  sensitive  charac- 
ter, and  I could  see  I would  have  to 
go  away  from  their  influence  and  en 
ter  an  environment  of  peace  and  good 
will,  or  perhaps  my  character  would 
become  permanently  tainted;  so  late 
one  December  night,  the  day  after  I 
turned  five  years  old,  I set  sail  with 
two  companions  in  a fourteen  foot 
rowboat,  headed  for  Japan. 

We  discovered  the  second  day  out 
that  we  had,  in  our  haste,  forgotton 
a compass;  but  we  sailed  resolutely  on 
in  the  firm  belief  that  if  we  went  far 
enough  we  were  bound  to  hit  some- 
thing. Our  theory  was  excellent,  but 
our  biscuits  were  numbered.  We  had 
neglected  to  bring  sufficient  food 
properly  to  test  out  a scientific 
hypothesis. 

I well  remember  the  incident  of 
playing  a hand  of  poker  with  my  two 
companions  to  see  who  should  furnish 
the  soup  Fervently  I blessed  the  day 
I learned  to  slide  an  ace  up  my 
sleeve.  Never  will  I forget  the  look 
on  the  boy’s  face  who  lost;  but  also, 

I will  admit  the  terrible  memory  is 
softened  by  the  remembrance  of  the 
taste  of  the  meat  around  the  shin- 
bones. 

Forty-three  days  later  my  remaining 
companion  and  I were  engaged  in  a 
dice  game  to  decide  whether  supper 
would  be  blonde  or  brunette,  when  wc 
sighted  a ship.  We  were  picked  up, 
and  found  we  were  in  a party  of  ex- 
plorers who  were  searching  for  a 
lost  race  of  people  among  the  south 
sea  islands.  After  several  months  of 
search,  and  a long  journey  by  row- 
boat up  a fever  infested  river,  we 
came  upon  a strange  people. 

Intellect  was  worshiped,  and  this 
people's  god  was  Art.  Money  was 
forgotten;  crass  materialism  was  re- 
legated to  another  sphere;  study  and 
research  was  the  goal  of  everyone. 
Everything  was  ideal — except  that 
there  was  nothing  to  eat.  Universities 
were  on  every  corner,  and  they  were 


munity  of  foreign  representatives. 

One  can  see  the  height  attained  by 
this  people  at  a time  when  we  are  still 
comparative  barbarians. 

For  fifteen  years  I roamed  the 
world;  and  then,  in  a far  off  island, 

, I was  captured  by  a band  of  natives, 
and  tortured  beyond  belief.  I was 
broken  on  the  wheel,  stretched 
the  rack,  and  two  teams  of  wild 
horses  were  run  to  death  dragging  me 
in  *a  barrel  with  spikes  in  it.  I wa: 
finally  set  free,  being  considered  harm 
less. 

I resolved  to  be  once  again  a man, 
however,  and  I searched  the  far  cor- 
ners of  the  earth  for  something  that 
would  straighten  my  crooked  body, 
mend  my  mangled  bones,  heal  my 
terrible  sores,  restore  my  awful  in 
tellect,  and  remove  my  horrible  scars. 

When  the  Mayo  brothers  gave  me 
up  I almost  lost  faith;  but  I carried 
on,  inspired  by  an  ideal,  and  finally 
in  a forgotten  corner  of  the  earth,  I 
found  a marvelous  herb  which  the 
natives  of  the  section  claimed  would 
raise  a wood  alcohol  drunk.  After 
eating  this  herb  from  Nature’s  gar- 
den, I became  a superman  in  two 
months,  (photo  fifty  cents),  and  by 
boiling  down  and  extracting  the  vital 
substance,  I made  a salve  that  healed 
my  sores,  washed  away  my  scars, 
knitted  by  hones,  raised  my  arches, 
cured  my  eczema,  gave  me  new  pep, 
and  grew  hair  on  my  head.  If  I had 
used  it  another  month  there  would 
nave  been  a baby  in  the  family.  I 
always  keep  a small  jar  in  my  pock- 
et now,  in  case  of  a broken  leg. 

For  many  years  I kept  my  wonder- 
ful secret  to  myself,  only  giving  a 
little  of  my  salve  away  once  in  a 
while  to  my  close  friends.  They  per- 
suaded me,  at  last,  to  give  all  human- 
ity the  benefit  of  SCARSOLVE, 
and  so  I have  made  up  a limited  sup- 
ply of  this  marvelous  potion,  which 
I am  giving  to  needy  people  at  the 


(Trainer  tells  results  of  Scarsolve.) 


bare  cost  of  packing  and  shipping — 
one  dollar  and  a half  the  large  jar, 
with  a reitriction  of  two  dozen  jars  to 
any  one  person.  Please  send  orders 
to  above  address,  with  currency  in 
registered  letter,  or  post  office  money 
order. 

Make  this  a SCARSOLVE  year! 


STRAND 

Now  Playing 


(Engraved,  with  misgivings,  while 
in  assembly.) 


all  crammed  with  men  preparing  to  do 
great  things,  immortal  things.  Noth- 
ing was  thought  of  but  Art.  I learned 
the  greatest  scholar  of  the  country 
was  a man  who  had  spent  a lifetime 
of  ninety-two  years  preparing  to  write 
a fourteen  line  sonnet.  He  died  of 
starvation  just  before  he  finished  it; 
it  would  have  been  a masterpiece. 

I remember  being  accosted  on  the 
street  by  a horrible  begger,  a physical 
and  mental  wreck.  I was  informed 
that  he  had  once  drunk  a cup  of  tea. 
It  seems  this  race  had  lived  sucli 
exemplary  lives  for  so  long  their 
constitutions  had  become  extremely 
tender.  Our  party  was  arrested  the 
first  day  of  our  arrival  for  carrying 
cigarettes — a crime  punishable  by 
death  for  centuries.  We  only  escaped 
with  a whole  skin  by  pleading  im- 
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Soward’s  Grocery 

Meats  and  Groceries 


A ‘Y’  Booster  287  East  Fifth  North 


HOLEPROOF  HOSIERY  FASHION  NOTES 

Why  smartly  dressed 
women  wear 

HOLEPROOF 
HOSIERY 

1.  Fashion-right  colors— crea- 
ted by  Lucile  of  Paris. 

2.  Your  Own  Length— marked 
in  inches  on  every  pair. 

3.  Smarter  appearance  — 
curved  French  heels,  smart  dull 
lustre  finish. 

4.  Greater  comfort— flat  foot 
seams. 

5.  Longer  wear  — because  of 
perfect  fit  of  Your  Own  Length. 

6.  Better  values— with  all  these 
advantages  Holeproof  Hosiery 
costs  no  more  than  other  known 
makes. 

Sheer  Griffons  and  Semi-Service 

$1.35  $1.50  $1.95 


Jenkins  Knit  Goods  Co. 

50  NORTH  UNIVERSITY  AVENUE 


Kodak  Finishing 

Our  Professional  Service 
Costs  No  More 
LARSON  STUDIO 
182  W.  Center  Provo 
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AM  I tnc  HOD. 
COUkECT 

for  any  inn 


21  E.  1st  South  St.  V 
Salt  Lake  City  't 


MODERNIZE  THIS  TEAR 


You  can  have  the  modern 
electrical  ways  of  doing  your 
work  in  YOUR  house,  and  on 
very  easy  terms. 


ELECTRIC  RANGES 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC  REFRIGERATORS 
ELECTRIC  WATER  HEATERS 


UTAH  POWER  & LIGHT  CO. 


u Efficient  Public  Service ” 


Phone  475  I Acquaint  yourself  PhOIie  475 

with  our  telephone 


number  and  get  the  habit  of  calling  it  often  when 
your  Clothes  need  CLEANING  and  PRESSING 

MADSEN  CLEANING  CO. 

119  No.  Univ.  Ave. 


STUDENTS! 

Get  Your 

GROCERIES 
and  MEATS 

AT  THE 


University  Market 


On  the  ‘Y’  Corner 
Phones  273  and  274 
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THE  Y NEWS 


CUSS  TRACK  MEET 
RECORDS  FLAUNT  A 
REAL  CHALLENGE 


Tabulation  of  the  records  of  the 
Inter  Class  Track  and  Field  meets, 
the  fifth  of  which  annual  event  will 
be  held  in  the  Y stadium  on  Thurs- 
day and  Friday  of  this  week,  chal- 
lenges the  entrants  in  this  year’s 
event  to  the  best  of  their  effort  to 
equal  the  marks  already  set.  But  four 
record  holders  will  be  competing  this 
year,  the  others  having  all  passed  out. 

Here  are  the  targets  for  the  track 
and  field  athletes  to  shoot  at  this 
week  in  the  class  meet  showing 
event,  record  holder,  time  and  year 
made: 

100  yds.,  Owen  Rowe,  10  sec.  1927; 
220  yds.,  Albert  Corless,  22  3-5  sec. 
1928;  440  yds.,  Les  Wright,  52  sec. 
1927,  1928;  880  yds.,  Brad  Jensen, 
2:7  4-5  sec.  1928;  Mile,  Ray  Houtz. 
4:49  4-5  sec.  1926;  2 mile.  Loman 
Hutchings,  11:5  2-5  sec.  1927;  High 
Hurdles,  Reed  Morrell,  16  3-5  sec. 
1927;  Low  Rurdles,  Owen  Rowe,  25 
1-5  sec.  1926;  Pole  Vault,  Jones, 


B.  Y.  Athletic  Council  Gets  W.  A.  A.  PI311S  Arfi  DARK  HORSE  KICKS 
Ready  For  Big  Endowment  Greatest  In  Years:  OUT  TENNIS  VETERAN 

Ralph  Nelson  Leads  j Wil1  Be  BequeaUied 
Marathoners  to  Tape 


Romney  Deplores  Narrowness — 
Hart’s  Announcements  Are 
Sensation 


Class  to  Help  Win 
Young  Games  This 
Spring 


How  to  finance  Brigham  Young!  

university  athletic  programs  was  the  ( Pusillanimously  perpetrated 
main  topic  under  discussion  when  the ; ce(jjng  a pi-pe  party.  And 


(Composed  by  Pen  S.  Blotter  with 
a College  Humor  in  his  hand.) 


pre- 

that, 


Athletic  Council  of  the  university  met 
recently  in  one  of  its  many  confer- 
ences called  and  presided  over  by  Dr. 
Parley  A.  Christensen,  chairman  of 
the  council  Led  in  the  discussion  by 
chairman  Christensen,  the  council 
theorized  on  the  possibilities  in  store 
for  B.  Y.  U.  athletic  should  an  un- 
expected endowment  be  made  in  its 
favor. 

Those  present  at  the  meeting  were 
chairman  P.  A.  Christensen,  G.  Ott 
Romney,  C.  Lavoir  Jensen,  Toney 
Bentley,  and  Charles  J.  Hart.  Ab- 
sentees were  J.  W.  Knight,  K.  B. 
Sauls,  and  A.  Rex  Johnson. 

After  opening  of  the  meeting  with 
silent  prayer  the  council  first  heard  a 
report  of  the  financial  status  of  the 
department  from  Athletic  Manager 
Charles  J.  Hart.  The  report  stated 
that  but  a few  basketball 
games  during  the  year  every 
athletic  event  scored  heavily  on  the 
debit  side  of  the  ledger.  After  the  re- 
port was  given  chairman  Christensen 
ignored  Hart’s  request  that  he  be  al 
lowed  to  make  an  announcement  and 
gave  the  floor  to  head  coach  Ott 
Romney. 


friends  of  literary  criticism,  is  allitera- 
tion in  its  lowest  form.) 

In  spite  of  the  intimation  made  by 
one  of  the  sports  writers  in  the  last 
issue  that  there  would  be  a host  of 
entries  in  the  cross  country  race  held 
last  Friday  because  of  the  announce- 
ment that  all  would,  be  given  points 
for  participation,  all  but  one  of  the 
ten  starters  finished  the  race. 

Of  the  nine  finishers  Ralph  Nelson, 
sophomore  from  Monroe,  stepped  the 
fastest  over  the  two  and  six-tenths 
mile  route  to  win  first  place.  Toney 
Bentley,  student  body  president  and 
happy  lover,  trailed  in  to  the  finish 
line  fifteen  seconds  later  . Clifford 
Nelson  and  George  Corbett  were  un- 
decided up  to  but  a few  inches  of  the 
tape  who  should  be  third  but  Nelson 
jumped  the  decision  and  won  by  a 
lunge  the  third  place  honor,  Corbett 
then  consenting  to  be  fourth. 

The  time  of  the  race  Friday  was  13 
minutes  and  27  seconds,  2 and  3-5 
seconds  slower  than  the  record  set  in 
1928  by  Toney  Bentley  for  the  same 
race. 

The  men  who  placed  in  the  first 


I Reviewing  the  remarkable  achieve- 
I meats  of  the  W.  A.  A.  organization 
I this  year  one  is  impressed  with  the 
* n umber  and  of  variety  of  events  plan- 
nod.  Under  the  very  initiative  . bucked  a veteran  player  off  the  man  a 
direction  of  Miss  Alice  Brinton  the  singles  tennis  tournament  last  Satyr 
organization  has  planned  to  sponsor  > W**  SUPPW  » surpnse  upset  to 


A member  of  that  freak  specie  of 
animals  known  as  "Dark  Horses” 


tremendous  variety  of  activities,  but  meet  that  apparently  was  waddling, 
for  lack  of  time  but  a comparatively  long  smoothly.  The  vtctirn  of  the 
few  have  been  actually  held.  , “Ps«  was  °ne  Eldon  Brinley,  letter. 

man  and  seeded  number  two  player, 


So  far  as  the  press  is  concerned  the , 


has  done  remarkably 


whose  unorthodox  manners  on  the  ten- 


® , * , . . • . 1 ms  court,  though  previously  having 

well  to  sponsor  the  girls  inter  social  ..  . , . . , , 

t „ . ...  . won  him  fame,  proved  not  to  shake 

unit  basketball  tournament,  although  , - . 

, . . . - the  steady  assault  of  the  second  party, 

there  perhaps  have  been  others  into  , . . _ , , 

....  . , Clayton  Jenkins.  To  make  a long 


four  positions— only  four  men,  of 
Coach  Romney  spoke  shortly  o t e cour9e — wj]l  receive  awards,  individ- 


10  ft.  11  ins.  1927;  Broad  Jump,  Rowe, 
22  ft.  Vi  in.  192£;  High  Jump,  Mor- 
rell, Murdock,  O.  Biddulph,  5 ft.  10 
ins.  1926;  Shot,  Karl  Bunnell,  39  ft. 

11  ins.  1928;  Discus,  Geo.  Corbett, 
130  ft.  7 ins.  1928;  Hammer,  Mark 
Reeve,  119  ft.  11  ins.  1928;  Javelin, 
Kimmy  McIntosh,  148  ft.  3 ins.  1927 
Vi  mile  relay,  Senior  Class,  1 min, 
36  sec.  1928;  Mile  relay,  Sophomore 
Class,  3:39  2-5  sec.  1926. 

Considering  the  amount- of  training 
the  men  have  had  this  year  and  the 
general  high  class  of  the  performers 
many  of  these  marks  will  fall  by  the 
proverbial  wayside,  though,  contrary 
to  the  Bible  analogy,  no  one  will  pick 
them  up. 

To  save  the  officials  as  much  as 
possible  any  probable  exertion  the 
meet  will  be  held  on  two  days,  Thurs- 
day and  Friday.  The  events  have 
been  scheduled  as  folows:  (and  of- 

ficials assure  everybody  that  they  will 
start  no  more  than  a half  hour  late.) 

THURSDAY 
TRACK 
Event 

High  Hurdles. 

100  yard  dash. 

1 Mile  run. 

5:15  p.  m.,  Vi  Mile  run. 

5:55  p.  m.,  Mile  Relay. 

FIELD 

4:40  p.  m.,  Shot  Put. 

4:40  p.  m.,  Pole  Vault. 

5:10  p.  m.,  Discus. 

5:10  p.  m.,  High  Jump. 

FRIDAY 

TRACK 

4:40  p.  m.,  220  Yard  Race. 

4:55  p.  m.,  2 Mile  Run. 

5:10  p.  m.,  440  Yard  Race. 

5:15  p.  m.,  Low  Hurdles. 

5.55  p.  m.,  Vi  Mile  Relay. 

FIELD 

4:40  p.  m.,  Javelin. 

4:40  p.  m.,  Broad  Jump. 

5:10  p.  m.,  Hammer  Throw. 

Officials  for  the  meet  have  been 
selected  as  follows:  G.  Ottinger 

Romney,  starter;  P.  A.  Christensen. 
C.  L.  Jensen,  Lyndon  Cropper,  timers; 
Alma  King,  clerk  of  course;  Ed.  M. 
Rowe,  Bob  Howard,  Weldcn  Monson, 
judges  of  finish;  Pearl  Pollard,  Lyn- 
don Cropper,  Kieth  Wangsgard, 
judges  of  weights;  Mark  Ballif, 
Austin  Tyler,  Bliss  Hoover,  Oveson, 
judges  of  jumps. 

Y 


wonderful  possibilities  for  athletics  at 
Brigham  Young,  urging  that  each 
member  of  the  council  dedicate  him- 
self to  the  cause  of  furthering  the 
reach  of  sports  at  the  university. 
Romney  declared  that,  being  located 
so  favorably  and  possessing  the  most 
wonderful  environment,  B.  Y.  U.  ath- 
letics should  embrace  all  of  the  men 


ually  and  as  social  unit  representa- 
tive. Ralph  Nelson,  first  place  win 
ner,  gets  a “Y"  sweater  with  a “C. 
C.”  designation  on  it.  The  other 
three  winners  get,  in  the  order  of 
their  finish,  gold,  silver,  and  bronze 
medals. 

Many  of  the  spectators  with  the 
sporting  blood  of  the  race  tracks 


which  the  prying  eyes  of  the  news  re- 
porter have  not  penetrated.  At  that 
the  W.  A.  A.  may  have  a superior 
motive  in  keeping  news  of  their  acti- 
vities hid  under  a stack  of  indifferent 
carelessness. 

But  really,  they  are  to  be  commend- 
ed in  the  efficiency  that  characterised 
the  staging  of  that  mammoth  event 
mentioned  before,  the  basketball 
tournament.  It  actually  was  played 
through  until  a champion  was  decid- 


and  nine  tenths  of  the  women  stu-  jeopardized  fortunes  on  the  outcome 


Time 
4:40  p.  i 
4:55  p.  i 
5:10  p.  m., 


Action  photo  erf  the  1930  B. 
Y.  U.  swimming  team  training 
for  the  state  meets. 


dents. 

Commenting  on  the  athletic  spirit  of 
those  whom  he  contracts  with,  Rom- 
ney praised  the  character,  attitude, 
and  grit  of  the  athletes,  and  deplored 
the  frequent  reluctance  of  some  em- 
ployers to  furnish  jobs  to  athletes  on 
the  grounds  that  they  might  be 
tainting  themselves  with  the  crime  of 
contributing  to  the  commercializing 
of  college  athletics.  “Since  athletes 
are  human  and  must  eat  and  live”  said 
Romney,  “the  prejudice  against  giving 
them  good  part  time  jobs  for  fear  of 
the  charge  of  commercialism  is  one 
erf  the  most  horrible  small  mindedness 
of  a bygone  age.” 

It  was  then  motioned  by  the  speak- 
er that  the  student  body  council  be 
urged  to  raise  the  student  activity  fee 
in  order  that  the  athletic  department, 
as  well  as  other  departments  of  stu- 
dent activities,  be  appropriated  a little 
more  money  than  just  enough  to  buy 
stationery  with. 

Mr.  Hart  was  granted  the  floor  but 
only  made  an  announcement  that  the 
inter-class  track  meet  is  to  be  held  on 
April  4. 

Dr.  Christensen  lauded  the  ancient 
Greek  and  Roman  athletic  programs 
as  the  only  athletic  work  of  art  in  the 
history  of  the  world  and  urged  that 
B.  Y.  U.  work  toward  that  same  end. 
Christensen  pointed  out  that  art  is 
not  in  the  symbols  won  but  in  the 
arousal  of  the  athletes,  finer  emotions 
when  the  symbols  as  a unified  whole 
thrill  him  by  reflecting  a somewhat 
similar  conception  in  his  experience. 

Commenting  on  Hart’s  report  that 
paid  attendance  at  athletics  fell  be- 
low a paying  basis.  Dr.  Christensen 
stated  that  the  quality  of  the  athletic 
attraction  must  reflect  such  a fine 
work  of  art  that  it  should  be  simply 
compelling  in  its  drawing  of  the  fans, 
citing  as  an  example  of  such  and 
artistic  athletic  event  the  battle  be 
tween  Beewulf  and  Grendel’s  dam. 

C.  Lavoir  Jensen  motioned  that  the 
meeting  adjourn,  repeating  the  well 
known  advertising  slogan  “pause  and 
refresh  yourself,"  and  offered  to 
wager  the  council  that  the  Y Drug 
serves  the  most  refreshing  Coco  Cola. 
The  motion  was  voted  down. 

Manager  Hart  urged  that  advertis 
ment  was  the  the  thing  that  should 
solve  the  problem.  He  stressed  the 
need  of  more  and  longer  announce- 
ments at  all  student  assemblies,  ath- 
letic events,  and  other  gatherings. 

President  Bentley  of  the  student 
body  was  asked  his  opinion  on  the 
proposal  that  the  student  activity  fee 
be  raised.  Bentley  responded  that 


of  the  race,  the  result  of  which,  being 
somewhat  of  an  upset  meant  that 
quite  a few  would  have  to  do  with- 
out chewing  gum  for  several  days. 

One  of  the  largest  and  most  specta- 
cular bets  was  that  between  Tobe 
Raile  and  George  Staples.  Lorenzo 
McGregor  held  the  * unprecedented 
stakes,  which  totalled  eleven  cents, 
the  wager  being  that  none  o i the  run- 
ners finish  the  race  without  being 
tired.  For  obvious  reasons  it  was  not 
divulged  who  the  winner  was. 

Investigation  revealed  the  fact  that 
the  loser  almost  won,  but  for  the 
fact  that  the  winner  of  the  race  took 

blind  trail,  the  consequent  exertion 
turning  completely  about  making 
him  tire  slightly. 

The  problem  of  removing  the 
handicap  occasioned  by  so  many  auto- 
mobiles leading  and  following  the  run- 
ners around  the  course  was  discussed 
by  the  officials  after  the  race  when 
the  contestants  complained  of  the 
dust  raised  by  these  innocent  and 
simple  folks.  Report  by  the  lost  run- 
ner, who  had  just  then  arrived,  that 
dust  and  carbon  monoxide  had 
blinded  and  intoxicated  him  that  be- 
fore he  came  to  his  senses  he  was 
trotting  down  the  sidewalk  at  Pleasant 
Grove,  vividly  pictured  the  danger  of 


tolerating  the  automobile  menace. 

Several  solutions  were  suggested, 
but  none  were  acted  on  definitely 
One  solution  was  that  bicycles  he 
provided  those  who  insist  on  following 
the  runners,  but  it  was  recalled  that 
one  year  this  idea  was  carried  out,  the 
result  being  frequent  collisions  be- 
tween bicycles  and  runners.  Another 
suggestion  was  that  a special  cross 
country  race  be  sponsored  on  the 
same  day  as  the  usual  one  but  the 
new  race  to  be  for  automobiles  only, 
and  to  map  out  that  course  so  it 
should  run  into  Utah  Lake. 

One  other  solution,  and  which  was 
favorably  commented  upon,  was  that 
runners  be  provided  gas  masks  and 
gogles  and  then  allow  the  insistent 
automobiles  free  reign,  provided  they 
pick  up  and  rush  to  the  hospital  any 
runners  who  should  get  in  their  way 
and  are  knocked  down.  In  this  da 
it  was  pointed  out,  automobilers  can 
enjoy  to  the  fullest  extent  these  cross 
country  races. 


aside  from  the  fact  that  students  were 
already  heavily  taxed  with  social 
unit  dues,  band  concert  season  tickets, 
and  lyceum  numbers,  the  council  of 
the  deans  had  met  and  ruled  against 
any  raise  of  activity  fees.  He  made 
a note  of  the  fact  that  this  is  the 
second  meeting  this  year  of  that  Aug- 
ust council,  the  occasion  of  the  first 
being  to  ban  the  paddling  of  fresh- 
man. 

Coach  Romney  suggested  that  the 
council  hear  from  C.  Lavoir  Jensen 
on  the  problem,  since  it  is  known  that 
Jensen  conducted  a good  high  school 


story  short  Jenkins  defeated  Brinley 
4-6;  6-2;  6-3. 

The  victory  places  Jenkins  in  the 
semi  finals  (which  is  just  the  scienti- 
fic term  for  the  round  before  final 
one),  a position  which  brings  him 


ed. 


Other  activities  planned  by  this 
venerable  organization  include  speed 
ball,  hockey,  soccer,  volley  ball,  track, 


afoul  of  another  seeded  player,  this 
time  Wesley  Porter,  who  stroked  with 
the  cat  gut  better  than  did  Wright 
Welker,  the  consequence  of  which  was 
that  Porter  won  the  match  6-3;  6-2. 

In  the  upper  bracket  of  the  drawing 
Paul  Holt  ambled  around  the  cement 
with  just,  and  only,  sufficient  alacrity, 
to  win  from  Rosy  Snow,  musiness 
manager  and  financier  of  the  - Y 
NEWS,  in  straight  sets,  6-3;  7-5. 

Holt  will  play  the  winner  of  the 
tardy  match  between  K.  Johnson  and 
Lee  Christiansen  for  the  other  final 
berth. 

Consideration  for  the  varsity  tennis 
team  this  spring  is  the  occasion  for  all 
this  raquet  wielding.  Rumor  has  it 
that  every  man  is  fighting  for  a place 
on  the  team  that  meets  Utah  U.  and 
Utah  State  here,  as  victory  in  at  least 
these  two  matches  have  been  assured, 
providing  they  he  played  on  the  B.  Y. 
U.  courts. 

It  is  said  that  the  tennis  men  are 
panning  to  take  courses  in  mathe- 
matics, the  mastery  of  which  will  in- 
sure victories  here.  The-  professor  of 
mathematics  has  observed  that  the 
hall  on  hitting  one  of  the  many  holes 
and  ruts  on  the  courts  will  deflect  at 
a certain  angle,  depending  on  the 
speed  of  its  momentum.  To  a person 
without  mathematical  training  and  un- 
accustomed to  the  peculiarities  of 
these  courts,  victory  is  impossible. 

The  player  trained  to  calculate  with 
mathematical  precision  the  angle  of 
deflection  of  the  ball  as  it  hits  the 
court  will  meet  the  said  hall  in  just  the 
proper  point.  Acquaintance  with  the 
ups  and  downs  of  the  courts,  there- 
fore, as  well  as  precision  in  calculus,  is 
a prime  factor  in  victory. 

Y 

Sailor:  (Struggling  in  the  water) 
“Help!  I can’t  swim.  Drop  me  a 
line!" 

Facetious  captain:  "Yes,  and  you 


etc.,  etc.  It  is  said  that  should  all 
these  events  not  be  held  this  year  that 
the  1929- '30  W.  A.  A.  will  bequeath 
their  good  intentions  with  a prayer, 
to  the  1930-L31  W.  A.  A. 


write  me,  sometime,  too." 

Y 


Today’s  Fable 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a man 
who  didn’t  offer  a single  excuse  why 
he  should  be  released  from  jury 
I service. 


FLORSHEIM  SHOES 

Compete  Stock 

$10  to  $12  values  $7.50 

TAYLOR  BROS.  COMPANY 


athletic  program  at  the  B.  Y.  U.  High 
School  on  no  appropriation  at  all. 
Mr.  Jensen  stated  that  to  attract  big- 
ger crowds  to  games  nickle  slot 
machines  be  placed  at  every  door  and 
gate. 

The  council  adjourned  with  an  ad- 
monition from  chairman  Christensen 
that  each  member  investigate  the 
factors  contributing  to  the  success  of 
mediaval  sports. 

C.  Lavoir  Jensen,  after  “Chick" 
Hart  announced  that  the  inter  social 
unit  meet  will  be  held  on  April  11, 
won  his  wager  by  proving  that  the 
Y Drug  served  the  best  Coco  Cola. 


Headache, 
Eyestrain 
removed  by 
my  GLASSES 
Absolute  Results  Guaranteed 

G,  H.  HEINDSELMAN 

OPTOMETRIST 


With  Heindselman  Optical 
& Jewelry  Co. 


Blow 

the  Whistle 


-for  the  paUSC 

that  refreshes 


LISTEN  IN  -~- 

Cranlland  Rica  Famoy# 

Sport*  Champion*  — Coca-Cola 
Orchestra  -WtdaMdiy  10-.S0 
l«  11  p.  m.  E.  S.  T.  ~ Coaal  lo 
Co** l NEC  Network 


When  you  suffer  from  large  and  undiluted 
doses  of  your  fellows.  When  the  milk  of 
human  kindness  seems  to  sour.  Blow  the 
whistle  for  a minute’s  "time  out**  on  your 
own  account,  to  pause  and  refresh  yourself. 

In  other  words,  go  into  a huddle  with  a 
glass  or  bottle  of  refreshing,  delicious 
Coca-Cola.  It  will  make  you  captain  of 
your  soul  again,  ready  to  live — or  die — 
for  the  dear  old  alma  mater. 


Tha  C«aa-Cola  Company.  Atlanta,  U 


9 MILLION  A DAY~  IT  HAD 


TO  BE  GOOD  TO  GET  WHERE  IT  IS 


MARCELLING 
Phone  1122 
Brig  Stevens 


Barber  Shop 

On  the  ‘Y’  Corner 


Call  a YELLOW  CAB 


Phone  300  Day  or 


Night 


“Don’t  Take  a Chance Take  a Yellow” 

BAGGAGE  — TRANSFER 

Courtesy,  Promptness  Safety,  Low  Rate* 

Phone  us  Your  Baggage  Check  Numbers  for  Prompt  Delivery 


